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92 ON Q@Quixot, from a Muſbrome grown 
Man of Might and High Renoms, 

Made 5 upon all he met, 

Until his ſbamming Sun was ſet. 

Many Rencounters — had, 

Some jocular, and ſome ſtark mad: 3 

Whimſies enough did fill the pate, 

But his grand Talent was to prate; 

Wou d jeſt, invent, and utter news, 

And bamdily his Tongue could uſe. 

Windmils . ſtore were in his head, 

And Maggots, ſome alive, ſome dead; 

One greater than the re ref there was 

Declard Great Dona lilly A/7, 

A Windmil s Fan, the Ms he miſt, 

» took for his * Ky TY 
en —— ng, with his 

He thought to ih rrant Arigbi; p 

Yet tho he puſht with right and main, 

No blood was drawn, but Maggot-brain ; 

Made Dos appear a Fopp again; 

Who, rather than to want a vaper, 

Reſolv d to Babe to cut a caper, 

Till bantring, jeſting, ſorting death, 

Made bold at laſt to ſtop his breath 3 

.Laid icy hands on his hot Head, 

Left Sot and Quick 7. the Dead. 
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Certain Don, whom Sol and Lune 9 vio fin of 
Had madea ſbift to ſet in Tune, Baths. 
Plaid Rex fo long, till for his Fame, 

Don Quickſilver became his name, 

Which ſome not taking for a Truth, 

Don Qzackſalver would have forſooth, 

To ſpeak out plain, not mince the matter, 

Collogue and lye, aſſemble, flatter, c 

But make a paſs directly at her; 

Much for the Credit tis of Madam, 

And Honour of the Men of W— Mid Hun 

To range and beat about for Game, | 
At. laſt to ſet and net the ſame. 
Birds ſometimes ſpring and will not fit, 

And then the Politics don't hit; 

Yet much it helps the Game to find, 

To bear up a7 5 inſt the wind: 

But if the Spaniel chance to Queſt, | 

Tis odds but Birds will leave their neſt, 

And then the Melten round will ring, 

With ſoftly Quan foft! ſoft! war wing! 

To City Hunt aharſher Tone, 

Than to a Boggtrotter O Hone! 

Tis Quict and Quack another cries, 

Nimble, good Mettle, never dies : 

Death then appears, takes Quick and Quack, _ 
And bears em both a pick a pack. 
Charon takes Silver for. his naule, 

And o're Styx quickly wafts Cricks Soul, 

Where preſently aroſe a Din, 

How Zthieps might change his skin. 

Præſto, 4 raree ſhow, behold, 
The Quickſilver is turn'd to Gold. 2 
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